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He went back to the shop, and, for one franc forty-five, made the further purchase of a purse.
" Now it will all be quite orderly, without any question about it. Leheudry's note-case in the inside left-hand pocket of my jacket. Leheudry's purse in the left-hand pocket of my trousers."
There was no further contact, no more division of ownership.
" It will make my relations with him easier. I shall be able to say to him : f Do you want to know how we stand ? Here you are. No possibility of confusion between my purse and yours.' "
Merely a drawing-account. Henceforth he would regard Leheudry as a " depositor."
But what about the match-box ? What about the bloodstained cotton-wool ? What place was he to assign to them in this new organisation of his ?
He asked himself whether he should not throw the matchbox down the nearest sewer. What restrained him from doing so was an idea which was also superstitious, but in a different way. The bloodstained cotton-wool was a kind of talisman. It gave Quinette a power over Leheudry; a power which was partly explicable, inasmuch as, in the last resort, the cotton-wool was a proof of the crime; but a power which was also partly occult, like the powers that magic brings into play.
Then he thought about settling Leheudry into his new hiding-place ; and he came to the conclusion that the best thing to do was to represent the wallpaper business to him as a serious business proposition.
" He's too much of a fool. He hasn't enough strength of mind. If I tell him the truth, he won't be able to see anything more in it than an unnecessary complication. He will refuse to shut himself up there, with nothing to do. As soon as my back is turned, he will start making a round of the bars. On my way back, at the H6tel de Ville Bazaar, I must buy a note-book with blank pages - something lite a sketch-book. Or even a couple of them. At his expense,